CHAPTER   THIRTEEN

"SMILING CHARLIE" AND SOME PECULIAR
ARMOR PLATES
IN THE EARLY *80*S, WHEN CHEMISTRY WAS BEGIN-
ning to reform the old hit-or-miss methods in the steel
trade, Captain Bill Jones was profanely alarmed when
the Pennsylvania Railroad specified that rails should be
of a certain composition. Such curious lingo as "car-
bon5* and "manganese" were Greek to him.
"Charlie,** he said one day to his young assistant,
Schwab, "this damned chemistry is going to ruin the
steel business yet.**
Charlie soothed the ruffled master and undertook to
see that the railroad got the required units of carbon
and manganese. The terms weren't Greek to the jovial,
hustling adjutant. Young Schwab had been diving into
books in the brief years since Captain Jones had rescued
him from a grocery counter at Braddock and put him
to work as a dollar-a-day stake driver.
Indeed, he had even assembled a crude chemical la-
boratory in a shed adjoining his boarding house. He
passed all his spare time in the shed save for an occa-
sional evening hour when he supplemented his slender
income by giving piano and violin lessons, at fifty cents
and a dollar per, to musically inclined sons and daugh-
ters of the steel-blowers. Father Bohn, a pupil of Liszt
and chaplain of the St. Franciscan College in Loretto,
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